8o                     BOTHWELL                 [ACT \.

Hope found no cover
Wherein to hover,
And Love no lover,

And Joy no place ;
Till when Time creeping
Had left him sleeping,
Love knelt down weeping

Before her face,
And prayed, soul-stricken,
One flower might quicken,
Though spring should sicken

And storm devour;
She from her bosom
Flung one sere blossom,

Then passed him dead on the last dead

flower.

Robert Stuart.    Hark ! some one laughed there.

Qu&n.                                                     What does

death i3 the song ?

Can they not let love live, but must needs make
His grave with singing ?   ;Tis the trick of song
That finds no way to end else.

Rizzio.                                   An old trick;

Your merrier songs are mournfuller sometimes
Than very tears are.

Queen*                      Do you hear noises still ?

Enter DARNLEY.
Who sent you to us ?
Darnley.                 My love to my sweet lady.

[.Kisses her.

Queen.    What feet are theirs behind you ?   Who
stands there ?